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"For therein is righteousness of God revealed from faith to faith: as it 
is written, The just shall live by faith."Romansl:17 


"The Pheasant Cried to Find Her mate" 


Book of Songs 


S 


When I was a child 
the world was a beautiful place 

filled with empty dreams and broken promises 
then I grew up 

and got tossed in the idea 

that such things were a reality 

when I knew 

in the soul of man 
we will always be removed 
from our sorrows 


is home such a place? 


Roma Termine 


At the station, I shared my blanket 
with an Afrikaan who smoked all night and laughed. 

The Carboneiri came by in the morning, 
told us to move along 

it was wet and rainy for weeks 

I passed by a Kabob place and a small internet cafe 
and I was told that there had been some great confusion 
that had something to do with the Riddle 
and the Sphinx. 

Something about the reality of the television camera and the 
ancient placement had shifted the balance of the world. 


Some nights I slept 
in the corner of the street 
just beyond the Opera House. 

In the morning the service attendant, 
with his uniform and cap, would get to work 
reach his place, see me, walk over and 
give a knock on the glass. I would stand up, collect my 
water bottle and blanket, trouncing off to the Obelisque 
spend the afternoon smoking with the boys 
they all slept under trees in the rain same as me 
but Rome was magic 
and worth the rain. 


A French Man and His Dog 


In the emptiness of night 
there is no greater torment 
then to be alone 
so he walks with him 

in the gentle cold 

they stroll beyond the Rue de Rivoli 

the late night night trains and paper checks 
beyond the Rue du Fallaise 
they could be traveling anywhere 

bright stars collide inside the deepest dark of sky 


How Did The Music Die? 


Was the complete vision 
of eternity 
not enough 

to satisfy the lethal customer 
remaining even through 
the afternoon 
awaiting 

some unique distinction 
of long ago, 
words 
that still 

have no meaning? 

Did the rage of summer 
sport the terror 
of some brand new age 
removed 
from a past 

it no longer belongs to. 
well I lapse 

through the fragrant fields 
of Verdun and time 
bonding into open measures 
of reason knowing no bounds 
what goes on 
in the constant 
refrain of youth 


that we would 
have to answer for our lives 
in the act 

of simply enjoying ourselves 
caught in the act 

and no longer able 
to do that. 

I realize and understand 
that the indifference of the past 

returns like the rain 
as sure as the snow is white 
and glistening leaves of autumn 
know no bounds. 


What have I to do 
with fragile things 
that remain in the twisted season 
of tomorrows new refrain 
that will always and continually be 
happening. 

You can reason with yourself 
say that indifference 
is boundless or beyond 
the point of recognition 
whenever it happens 
it's best we just do that 
and forget everything 


lose ourselves in the reverie 
of a new day 
cajole ourselves 
each afternoon 
with new stories 
of friends and tossed salads 
paranoid reasons 
to forget everything. 


Berkeley 


Berkeley was fantastic 
we used to sing and dance 
smoke cigarettes and get high 
pack our lunches and go watch 
Nobel prize winning laureates 

lecture about Anthropology, Economics, Chemistry, Physics 
all in a days work 

between making love and reading our next assignment 
some of us got lost forever in the idea 
that we would ever be able to make anything more out of it 
there were riots and protests, sit ins and concerts 
the students assembled to change the world 
or change themselves depending on the day of the week 

but we never felt anything more then love for each other 

we would show up at one anothers door at four in the morning 
with a bag of dope and smoke until the morning light 
brought the sound of the San Francisco train 

and the fog over the bay was crystalline and listless 
clearing in the afternoon, leaving the Golden Gate bridge gleaming 
and we enjoyed ourselves 
loving one another, learning together 
that was what was most important 

most of the students left 
at the end of their school term 
and some stayed behind preferring 
the atmosphere of the small town 
not knowing, either way which way to turn, left or right 
losing sight of the politics 
we only wanted to live together 
in peace. It was a simple time in our lives. 


When I Was a Child 


When I was a young boy 

I read Ivan Denisovich and other stories of Solzhenitsyn 
learned of the haunting resolutions of silences 
that followed in regimes of totalitarianism 
the far penetrating, bewildering confusion that 
left these bright men in confusion and anguish 
unable to reconcile what they understood of life 
and what they understood of truth, 
trying to share with others the values that 
had been instilled to them for generations 
met with the lurid glow of silences 
that followed them 


everywhere. 


Pantomime of Jesters 

They say we are lost souls 
Who have forgotten our way, 
Telling us where to go, 

What to do, what to think 

Those of us confused enough 

To think for ourselves 

Were labeled insane 

Our lives stacked on bookshelves 

In legal size manila envelopes 


The Blackout Mode 


New York room spinning youth 

Of blond beating time backwards 

Brow beaten brown derby dreams 

Downtown and wondering, statue of 

Beethoven, clergy coming with final baloney sandwiches 

New briefcase train officer stolen 
Time of new advancing properties 
And perfect bullshit of Vatican flames 
Police lights and call girls, 

The livid dream of plots, Plutarch 
And otherwise last seen in clover 
Song of cartoons and breathing 


Plan for the Future 


Make up your day 
As you go along 
With your own idea 
Of what to believe 
Try not to let others 
Fail you, try to give 
Them the time they need 
To accomplish things 
For themselves 


Liturgy of Drunks 

Barely breathing their way 
Through erotic signs of 
Police car flashing 
In off moments 

Violations of wine, women, sex 

Cigarettes, ass and blondes 

Showers, sweat, fast cars moving forward 

Against tide of rationed epidemics, 

Reflective into sand 

Swallowing infinite futures of infant cultures 
Civilizations, generations 


Requit La 


I am the return of 
Verse in the song 
What belongs to the mist 

I am the lore of adore from before at illumined 

Unsung (tell the villain key loot 
for the royal service 
of the vision] 


Looks 


The only empty voice 
Of reason exists 
Beyond the unknown 

Into the prized possessions 
Of our only times 
Together. 


Back of the Line 


We trusted you to be of service 
We asked you to be respectful 
To the objections and duties 
of others 

We told you that life is worth 
Living everyday, on the set 
Of the show 

We asked you to act and never 
Forget what it is you came for 
In the theater money, 

Not the money itself, 

The prospective interests of the 
People; 


Softly she comes 
Running and waiting and 
Dancing around 
What she can't lose 


What Do I Know of Time? 


Merciless, stitching time 
cranking into me like needles 
the bleeding broken hourglass of tides 
conducted like waves of pain 
into my imagination 

the heartbroken pleas of instant lovers 
attached to you 

for your theater, or money, or resolve 
hoping to bend back the so well placed hands of time 
as to ignore themselves forever 
worry about television. 


I am Almost There 


When, in the simple measure of fate 
I find the time to forgive myself 
fighting off the work ethic of others 
for the scenery of my newly created world 

I will not ask myself if it was comfortable 
or fair, to others, who sipped on cola, giggling 
ruining me. 

I will say I failed to understand the necessity 

for conflict, and took some great leap of faith forward 
in the resolution of others, to make my mistakes. 

I should not have reacted at the hostilities of others, 

I should have kept myself removed from it. 


Sound of the Tobacco On the Crumpled Paper 


You throw it on 
let yourself go, 

forget your cards, lose your cards, 
find your cards, 

quotients, devotions 
what could be left 
other then finding 
a watch 


The Way I Roll 


"That's just the way I roll" 
was a big expression 

in the nine seventies 
those were the guys 
with big cigars 
and no time 
for anybody. 


All The Way Down 


Most of us feel 

Life is but a joke, Bob Dylan said 
then there were some 
who lived one. 


Zam Zam Cafe 


Astral plane of telephone and coffee 
silence of television in early morning 
song. 

Screaming eagle appears in tree 
racing slowly behind giant piranha 

empty talks of empty sorrows 
still early. 

Blanket stares from van service operator 
keeping historical account of biblical truth 
of belly dancers and mythic strangers 

everyone has cashed in there remote controls 

there are, I count at least three, on the coffee table 
the tiled floors change pattern 
sweet smell of coffee 


The Flamboyant Imposter 


So good looking 
you nearly miss the train 
speaking easy to yourself 
about all the things 
you want to try 
to get accomplished. 

The little things 
that mean so much 
stay forever in your mind 
like the decision to remove 
your hands from gloves 
face the sudden chill 
that seems to spring 
upon you like the rain 
in an ear 


While Jeru Plays 

Sounds of the wind playing 
in the periodicity of song 
the tone of his saxophone blowing 
like a sudden stranger 
in the avenues of wreckless night, 

I have no mercy anymore 
those riveting notes 

pass into oblivion and stay 
like the concrete 

at my feet, hard, cruel and unusual, 
then, still they say something 
to me in the broken silence 

of the drifting passages that seek 
no bend, I was alone in those 

agonizing moments of nothing 
waiting for the sky 
to fall and the only 
thing I heard 
was the whisper 

of his voice through the delicate 
beauty of song. 


Dinner Time 


here are my dishes 
all in a row 
a girls slender fingers 
ready to sew 

time shakes you in silence 
and burns through your page 
the world so perfect 
in some other age 

your taken by violence 
your lost in a flood 
your waiting for nothing 
drowning in mud 

the picture is perfect 

they had so many tears 
you can barely remember 
what you did all those years 

the laughter of memory 
is right at your door 
your turning in silence 
the same as before 

she waits at the window 
she hold to the key 
the life that you wanted 
is some mystery 


Sing To the Hour Glass 


She comes in looking beautiful 
all her little friends at other tables 
in back rooms 

who have adorned her with candid speeches 
about how perfect everything must be 
for her wonderful evening at the top 
of the pyramid 


you turn in your sleep 
memory to yourself 
of that car ride in the morning 
pick up the box of medication 
the new needle 

get to the Doctor 

wait, there is more 
maybe right now, dinner is over 
she is undressing 

on that other side of town 

he has the caviar out and the movie player on 
wait, there is more 

you have to clear your blood test with the lab 
convince the Doctor 

you accept the charges 


he plunges the syringe into your arm 
you think to yourself 
in that minute 


you think to yourself. 
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His home was filled with the artistic movements of 
celebrities, actors, writers, directors, producers, play writes, 
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After arriving for College at the University of Berkeley he was 
introduced to the remaining Beat poets; Neely Cherkovski, Howard 
Hart, Jack Hirschman and Gregory Corso and he set out to follow the 
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The wake of Bob Kaufman set the tone for his writing and he 
admired Bob most for his wit, candor and critically humorous style 
in the Beat Movement. 


Source of front Chinese Text: 

Titre: Texte coordination. 

Type: manuscrit 

Langue: chinois 

Format: 1 f. Pap. assez mince, a grosses verg., beige. Quelques echancrures, fentes et trous au deb. - 30 x 38,5 cm 

Description : Inacheve. Serie de questions posees aux novices, comparable au Qing he shang wen M fll _h 3t figurant 
dans le Tan wu de lii bu za jie mo U te Jls W nP II fSi H, T. 1433, vol. 22, p. 1042 b-c et au Chai jiao shou shi fa Jg 
S S |5P figurant dans le Jie mo $§ T. 1433, vol. 22, p. 1053 b 20-c 9. Ecr. xing.... 

Droits: domaine public 

Identifiant: ark:/12148/btvlb83023526 

Source : Departement des Manuscrits, Pelliot chinois 3261 

Notice du catalogue : http://archivesetmanuscrits.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/cc88298/cd0e30493 
Provenance : Bibliotheque nationale de France 
Date de mise en ligne : 09/10/2009 


